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to be as discreet as possible. Her movement caught Martin's 
eye. 
"Are you all right, dear?" Martin asked. 
"I'm fine. Just a little twinge in my hand." 
"As I was saying, capital in this country should be raised 
from any source, no matter how repugnant ... " Martin 
continued. Mark looked at Shirley, who was still sucking 
the small puncture on the back of her hand. She smiled 
wickedly at him. 
The dinner and the evening progressed without any 
further bloodshed and at 10:00, Mark excused himself and 
went up to his room. Mark flipped on the short-wave and 
lay in the bed. He enjoyed listening to the European 
commercial broadcasts and would scan for hours listening 
to Moscow, Peking, Lisbon, Cuba and the other countries 
with English language broadcasts. He was not a 'ham' but 
enjoyed being a 'DX'r.' As he scanned the waves, he 
imagined the countries and the people that he heard. Were 
all families like his? Were the people the same universally? 
Were there Israeli or Russian families gathered and discuss- 
ing the plots of Chinese or French families hell-bent on 
world wide domination? Were they drunk? Were they 
fighting off amorous relatives? He was almost asleep when 
he was startled by a hand on his rump. 
"What was the idea with the knife?" Shirley asked as 
she sat on the bed next to him. 
"Hi, Shirl. Is anyone going home yet?" 
"Claud and Erik almost got into a fight but they cairned 
down. Stacey passed out on the couch as usual. Your 
parents are watching home movies in the den. Martin is 
watching a ball game." 
"And you got lonely," said Mark. 
"And I got lonely," Shirley purred. Through the caked 
mascara and thick eyeliner, Shirley's bloodshot eyes looked 
like a photograph taken with a bad flash. The lines on her 
face ran down her heavy jowls and neck to just above the 
enormous cleavage of her too-tight top. She bent slightly 
forward for Mark's benefit, an opportunity he did not care 
to exploit. The aroma of $3.50 a quart Passion Panic 
Parfoom was beginning to dizzy him. Mark rolled off the 
bed and sat bv his desk. 
"So, how's the divorce going?" Mark asked to get 
Shirley's mind off what was always on Shirley's mind. 
"I gave that bastard. hunk the best 15 years of my life 
and he won't give a thing in the settlement. He's always 
been cheap," Mark's sister-in-law said with a hideous pout. 
"Let's see. You got married when you were how old? 
You must be just about ... " Mark began. 
"In the prime of my womanhood, you little bastard! 
This familv has absolutely no manners!" she said as she 
" sure as ... 
"They don't hold nothin' to the Jews," interrupted 
Claud. "I was reading how they got a 'dilaboticle' master 
plan! Say what you want about them Skinheads, I think 
that. .. " 
So, the conversation slowly changed to the inevitable 
arguments by the end of the evening. It was as unalterable 
as Shirley's progression up Mark's leg. He picked up his 
dinner knife and began to observe it in a casual manner. He 
pointed the sharp end toward his lap and let it slip through 
his fingers. It struck Shirley's hand and she withdrew it 
quickly. She put the back of her band to her mouth trying 
"Let's eat, everyone!" Mark's mother Linda chimed as 
she set a bowl of cranberries on the table. 
The tinkling glasses of bourbon and scotch were placed 
on table and mantle as the men laughed at a joke told 
quietly by Erik. The women commented on what a fine 
Thanksgiving table Linda had set. Mark sat between Shir- 
ley and her husband Martin. They were separated but not 
divorced. Martin was Mark's brother. 
With bowed head, Tom Balinger said grace. 
"Let's be thankful that we all can be here today to enjoy 
family and good health. I'm personally thankful for my 
blessings of a fine companion and wife like Linda and a 
great seventeen year old scholar like Mark for a son. Mark 
took the honors in the Westbrook Tri- State Senior's 
Competition and we're all quite proud of him!" All eyes 
turned toward Mark who blushed slightly. Shirley patted 
Mark on his knee under the table and then rested her hand 
on his thigh. 
" ... and let's hope HE continues to bless us," Tom 
continued. "HE" was as close as Tom ever got to acknow- 
ledging a deity. 
"Amen," said the family as Shirley's hand rose a little 
higher on Mark's thigh. 
"That's quite an honor, Mark-boy!" slurred the slightly 
loaded uncle Claud. "I don't remember your father doing 
much in school 'cept chasing girls Back then, that rascal 
had quite a libido." Shirley's hand crept still higher and 
Claud received a kick under the table from aunt Stacey. 
"Thanks, uncle Claud. I got through the English part 
pretty well, but the math ... " began Mark but was cut oft 
by cousin Erik who said, "English. That reminds me. Did 
you see "Sixty Minutes" the other night? Those cockney 
faggots are buying up the whole country! It's not the Japs 
we have to worry about, it's the English." 
"Any investment is good investment," said Martin. "We 
need fresh capital to keep this country going." 
"Say, them Queen lovers never got over the 'shot heard 
round the world.' Why, they'd make us colonies again as 
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lies ... • 
Tom went pale. The smile left his lips and he stared at 
Mark. 
"What?" asked Mark. "The Catholics?" 
"Magic,• Tom whispered. 
"You mean Kreskin and David Copperfield are closet 
Catholics?" Mark asked, still not taking his father seriously. 
Tom put his hand on Mark's shoulder. "You may find 
out someday, son. Don't mess with the Catholics." 
Mark thought it was a joke. "What should I watch out 
for, Dad? The rosaries or the holy water?" 
"Don't forget the spells in a strange and diabolical 
tongue.• 
"Dad, that's Latin and they hardly ever use it anymore." 
"Don't joke, son. Now, get some sleep." 
Tom opened the door and turned to look at Mark a 
minute, a stern expression on his face. He then went to his 
room. 
"Not you too, Dad," Mark thought. 
Linda popped her head in. "Good night, Marky," she 
said cheerfully. 'Marky' was all right coming from her. 
"G'night mom. Er, mom?" 
"Yes, dear?" she asked as she sat on the edge of the bed. 
•Are Martin and Shirley really getting a divorce or 
not?" 
"Oh, such serious thoughts from my young man! Let's 
talk about something more cheerful." 
Mom's '1949 Cheerleader of the County' mentality 
kicked in. 
"What religion are we?" asked Mark. 
"Why, we're Christians, dear. You know that!" 
"No, I mean WHAT Christian religion?" 
"Your father told me we were Protestant something or 
others. I think I was a Methodist when I was a little girl." 
Mark saw this was going nowhere fast. 
"Mom, Shirley was being weird again.• 
"Oh, Marky! She just loves you, that's all!" 
Yeah, right. 
"It was so nice to see the family again," said Linda, 
changing the subject. "It's been ages!" 
It was last Labor day, but Mark imagined that was 'ages' 
to his mother. 
"Mom, do the Catholics do magic?" 
"I'm sure I know nothing about that. Now, it's late and 
you need your sleep." She smiled as she tucked Mark in and 
kissed him on the cheek. "G'night, Marky!" 
Mark turned out the light and turned on the short· 
wave. He dialed through the banks with headphones on 
and eyes closed. He listened to the BBC a while and then 
to Radio Moscow. 
He was around 5,000 kHz looking for the time signal 
when the interference started. A voice seemed to be broad· 
casting right on top of or close to the time signal. 
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walked towards Mark's dresser and picked up a framed 
picture of a girl. 
"This your sweetheart, Marky?" 
"Yeah. Her name is Bernice." 
"Is she a virgin?" 
"C'mon, Shirl." 
"You don't know, do you?" Shirley asked. 
"I know!" said Mark in a defensive tone. 
"Tell me HOW you know, Marky. And don't spare 
any detail!" He could see the saliva on her painted, cracked 
lips. 
"That's enough, Shirl," said Martin from the doorway. 
"Have you forgotten to take your medication again, 
sweetie?" ' 
"If you did your job as a man, I wouldn't ... " 
"We're leaving, Shirley. Mark, come around to the shop 
next summer and I'll put you to work to earn a f cw bucks 
for college." 
"Thanks, Marty. I'll do that." Martin owned a machine 
shop. 
"I'll be waiting downstairs, Shirl. Don't be long,• Mar· 
tin said with a hard look at Shirley as he left the room. 
"If you need to earn some money, come by the house 
sometime. I have a few things you could do for me, too; 
Shirley added. 
"I don't suppose Martin will be home," said Mark. 
"Now that you mention it, I think he'll be out of town 
next weekend. Why Marky, you little devil! What did you 
have in mind?" Shirley droned in a husky whisper, eyes 
wide with expectancy. 
"Nothing, Shirley. Absolutely nothing. And don't call 
me 'Marky. •• With that, he slammed the door in her face. 
Later that night, Tom stopped in to see Mark on his 
way to bed. 
"Well, another holiday comes to an end. Get a good 
night's sleep, son," Tom said with a yawn. 
"I will, dad. Say, do you have a minute?" 
Tom sat down in a chair by the desk. "Sure. What's up?" 
"Why do we all get together only to argue? It seems that 
everybody is complaining about everything. Nobody has 
any fun." 
Tom thought a minute. "It's only talk, son. We need to 
find scapegoats for our shortcomings. We're all basically 
individuals who need to justify our own luck, good or bad. 
It's cathartic: 
"So there are no plans by any sinister organizations 
to ... " 
Tom smiled and said, "Communism is still dying. 
Don't worry." 
"The Japanese?" 
"Are damned good business people," replied Tom. 
"Israel?" 
•A Jewish homeland.• 
"The Irish, Chinese? The Muslims, Protestants, Cathe- 
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room. Inside was a black plastic box that had "Wish En- 
hancer" printed in red script and an envelope. Mark read 
the letter from Brother Alphonse: 
"Dear Seeker Dood, Thanx for the note. You asked 
about our outfit. My story is a simple one. Just one lone 
dude looking for peace and love and a couple of bucks. My 
brain got in the way of my intelligence and I entered M.I. T. 
on a full scholarship. The CIA recruited me in the summer 
of love and I went into 'chemical research.' Far out. When 
they finally caught up with me, I was in Iran looking for a 
flying carpet. Never found it, but I did find a cave with the 
grooviest stuff written on the walls. The cave was destroyed 
in one of the damned Mideast wars but I saved the writings. 
All I can say is that our celestial brothers and sisters left us 
with some heavy duty cosmic info in one of their rest stops 
here on the third stone from the sun. I have deciphered 
these writings and now offer to you products guaranteed 
to detonate your cerebral cortex! And, today is your lucky 
day, dude! I feel the need to share the wealth. Hell, I got 
more bucks than I know what to do with anyway, so on 
occasion I turn people on to one of my gizmos, gratis. Have 
fun, but don't name it after me! Ha! Bro' Alphonse." 
Mark examined the box. It came with a list of instruc-' 
tions. One could only wish for others, not oneself. (Bad 
vibes, man. And besides, the good done for others would 
come back to you tenfold.) All ten finger tips must be 
placed in the indentations as you concentrate on the wish. 
(Keep your feet off the ground lest you ground yourself.) 
Because of time-space continuum fluctuations and as Al- 
phonse would have no idea of how cosmically large the 
wishes would be, there was no guarantee how many wishes 
were contained in the 'Wish Enhancer.' 
Mark decided he had better try it before he showed it 
to his father in case it was like one of those cigarette cases 
that gave a shock when pulled apart. 
"Let's see. Who's one of the most screwed up people I 
know?" He thought for a tenth of a second. "Shirley!" Her 
divorce was final. Manin gave the house. 
"OK, machine, do your stuff," Mark said. He raised his 
feet off the floor as he sat before the machine on his desk. 
He closed his eyes and put his fingers in the depressions. 
No shock. OK, let's go for it. 
"Dear genie, god, entity or whatever. Help Shirley find 
happiness and put an end to her ... to her ... to her damned 
horniness!" Mark said. Silence. No buzz, whistle or shock. 
At that moment, Shirley answered her doorbell to a 
giant Schwarzenegger standing on her doorstep. 
"Well, hello you big bastard! Can I help you, I hope?" 
Shirley panted. 
"I am Olaf. Are you Shirley Baleenyur?" asked the 
Schwarzenegger. 
"I'm divorced. The name is Sullivan." 
"Well, Sullivan, you haf won the service of a purrsonal 
trainer. It is a promotion from Svedish House Feetness 
Center. Would you be interested in ... " 
"Step in, Olaf, honey. I'm definitely interested!" she 
"We can't make it alone. But there is help! There is one 
who will make life worth living!" the voice said with 
increasing excitement. "Here comes the pitch," Mark 
thought as he began to turn the dial. "The answer is ME, 
dude!" boomed the voice as Mark began to scan further up 
the dial. Then he stopped. "The answer is IIlM, dude?" 
Mark said as he turned the dial to find that station again. 
"Yes, friend. It's true. I can give you the answers you 
are seeking. You won't need to shave your head or wear 
sackcloth! You can get all that you desire with the 'Wish 
Enhancer.' Now, you've heard of the genie in the bottle 
from days of old. Leprechauns and Good Fairies; there was 
a time when they all existed, a far out time not really 
believed in today. I have rediscovered those powers and 
through the high-tech wizardry of today, I've developed 
some marvelous devices. 'Pish posh and balderdash,' you 
might say. How can a device be magic? It goes back to the 
days when there was belief in only two forces; positive and 
negative. Religious call it Good and Evil. The Chinese, Yin 
and Yang. By focusing on a single thought, why, the Mystic 
can levitate and wizards can cast spells! 
"In our fast-paced and instantly gratifying 90's, we have 
no time for week-long spell-castings or self-induced travels 
to a higher plane. No 'dance and trance' for us, no sir! We 
have more urgent needs. Realizing this, I have developed 
the 'Wish Enhancer:.' For the mere cost of shipping and a 
small compensation for myself, I will send you this won- 
derful device, this astonishing machine that will focus the 
positive powers all around us and grant YOU your wishes, 
man!" 
Mark was sitting up and smiling by now. "I gotta tape 
this!" He switched on the cassette recorder. 
" ... Sl,000,029.95! That's it! That's all you need to con- 
tribute to make a better world, dudes and dudettes, but you 
must act now. I have constructed only a few of these as a 
trial run and I will not be broadcasting this message again." 
"You sure won't when the FCC finds you," Mark 
interjected. 
"Send cash or voucher only to 'Brother Alphonse, 999 
Clearview, Bobsled, Florida.'" 
"Bobsled, Florida?" commented Mark out loud. 
"Thank you, and remember to hurry. This offer will 
end soon." 
Mark switched off the recorder and rewound the tape. 
He hit 'play' and heard only the announcements of the 
Universal Standard time. The tape had not recorded the 
'commercial!' 
"What was that address?" Mark thought as he went to 
his desk for a pen. He was still smiling as he drifted off to 
sleep. 
The next morning was Friday and there was no school. 
By noon, Mark decided to write to Alphonse. He explained 
that he didn't have $1,000,029.95 but would like to know 
more about the good brother's ideas. He posted the letter 
and in the following weeks forgot all about it. 
On April first, a package arrived. Mark opened it in his 
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said as she pulled the Schwarzenegger into her house. 
The Schwarzenegger departed two days later, 100 
pounds lighter and hair tinged white. As he was steadying 
himself at the front door, a man approached. "Is this the 
Sullivan household?" 
"Ya," said Olaf weakly. The man bore a striking resern- 
blance to a young Clint Eastwood. 
Shirley answered the door in her aerobics outfit. 
"I knew you'd be back, Olaf honey. I need a ... Wellll, 
hello, and what can I do for you, you sweet lookin' lil' 
bastard?" 
"I'm Dr. Will Prober. I represent the National Health 
Board and I wonder if I could ask you a few questions for 
our survey?" He spoke in a deep and positive tone, a tone 
that Shirley was sure represented deeply repressed sexual 
desire. 
By midsummer, no one had heard from Shirley in 
months. Linda asked Mark to drop by to see how she was. 
After a week of procrastination, he found himself on the 
way to Shirley's. 
Mark arrived at the house and heard the 'Nutcracker 
Suite' blaring as he walked past the pink flamingos and 
purple lawn furniture. Shirley answered the door, stuffed 
into a tutu. 
"Marky! And how's my favorite ex-brother-in-law?" 
she asked, and gave him a short peck on the cheek, with 
tongue. 
"I'm your only ex-brother-in-law, Shirl. People have 
been worried ... " 
"Tell Linda I'll call her. I've had the most incredible 
luck lately. These big bastard hunks keep showing up 
saying I've won things or to ask questions or use the phone 
or whatever! It started a month or two ago." 
"A month or two ago?" Mark asked nervously. He 
peered past her at a Nureyev pirouetting in the parlor. 
"That's Lance," she said. "I've won ballet lessons. Now, 
excuse me while I teach this skinny little bastard how to 
spin like a propeller!" 
Martin was just pulling into the 
Balinger drive when Mark arrived 
home. Mark told him where he had 
just come from and Martin seemed to 
perk up. He was still in love with Shir- 
ley. 
"How is she?" Martin asked. 
"OK, Marty. She's holding her 
own." And everybody else's, Mark did 
not add. 
"Well, that's good. Maybe I should 
drop around myself to ... " 
"No, Marty. It's, er, too soon. Why 
not wait a while?" 
"Yeah. You're right. Maybe I'll see 
her at the Fourth of July picnic at the 
house. Do you think she's coming?" 
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Martin's cellular phone rang and he hopped into the Bee- 
mer. "See you later, bro' cat!" he said as he spun tires down 
the street, the car phone attached to his ear. This was getting 
out of hand. 
Mark started the charcoal in the grill. Linda was watch- 
ing a self-assertion tape on the VCR and Tom was at 
mommg vespers. 
At 1 :00, a van pulled up with a large Confederate flag 
painted on the side. Mark approached the van ready to give 
directions to an obviously lost driver. The side door opened 
and out popped Erik and Claud, arm in arm and singing 
"Dixie." They were dressed in white sheets. A few beer cans 
rolled out onto the drive. 
"Hey, Mark! How you?" Claud asked as he put his arm 
around Mark. Claud suddenly had a southern accent. 
"Didn't think y'all'd mind if I brought a coupla good 
ol' boys to the rally ... er ... picnic." 625 combined pounds of 
good ol' boys spilled out of the van. 
"This here's Bubba and this one's Billy Joe-Bob.Jes' call 
him BJ," Erik said with the same accent. The 'boys' went 
to the back of the ban and pulled out a keg of beer and 
twenty-four cases of canned brew. "Where we put it, boy?" 
grunted Bubba. 
"The garage will be fine. Erik, Claud, could I have a 
word with you?" Mark said as the two followed Mark to 
the side yard. 
"What in hell is going on? Where did you find these two 
rednecks?" Mark asked as he watched them unload the beer. 
"They's OK. They showed us who really causes the 
strife in this here world," said Erik. "It's them Nigras," 
whispered Claud. "It all started in Egypt ... " 
"Where's Stacey?" asked Mark, not wanting to hear 
about Egypt. 
"She'll be along. Had to stop at the store for somethin'. 
Where's yo' daddy?" asked Claud. Tom, dressed as a monk, 
appeared from the house. Tom's hood caught Bubba's 
attention. 
"What klaven ya'll from, brother?" Bubba asked as he 
felt the cloth. 
"A man amiable in society shall be more friendly than 
a brother. Proverbs, 18:24," said Tom with a smile and 
upturned eyes. It was obvious he had not shaved (or bathed) 
in a week. 
"Uh huh. Well, let's get this gig cookin'!" said Bubba. 
By 2:30, the 'party' was in full swing. Stacey had shown 
up with her purchase from the store. It was a ballpeen 
hammer. After she had smashed all the bottles of alcohol 
in the house, including the rubbing alcohol and mouth- 
wash, she began to pound on the keg in the garage. BJ found 
that unfriendly and tied her to a tree where she espoused 
the evils of drink continuously to anyone within earshot. 
Linda's discussion with Bubba led to the agreement that 
it was the 'MALE Nigras' that had caused most of the 
world's ills. Claud and Erik sang along to the country 
music blaring from BJ's boom box. Tom blessed everyone. 
Shirley showed up around three with the entire male 
"Even as we speak," Mark said. 
A week before the picnic, Mark was sitting in his room 
wondering if he actually believed in the 'Wish Enhancer.' 
Moral implications aside, Shirley did seem 'satisfied' and 
she wasn't bothering him anymore. He decided to try it 
once more. 
Mark assumed the position in front of the machine and 
said, "Oh mighty ... whatever. Help Marty to achieve all of 
his monetary goals. He always seems so close to success. 
Let Erik and Claud find answers for their bigoted thinking. 
Let Stacey see how her drinking could soon kill her. Let 
dad lose his religious fears. And last but not least, let mom 
be a bit more assertive. June Cleaver only makes sense in 
reruns. Thanks, or Amen or something." 
He put the gizmo under the bed and went to sleep. He 
wondered if anyone had actually sent Brother Alphonse a 
million bucks. 
Later that week, Manin received a large contract as a 
sub- subcontractor from General Dynamics. Mark didn't 
attribute this to the 'Wish Enhancer' as Manin had been 
after this contract for two months and was sure his bid was 
the lowest. 
One night, Mark was watching television and his father 
was reading the paper. Linda walked into the room. Look- 
ing down at Tom, she said, "Eat cockroach excrement, 
worm brain!" Mark fell off the couch. Tom said, "A 
passionate man stirreth up strifes, he that is patient ap- 
peaseth those that are stirred up. Proverbs, 15; 18." He then 
went to a drawer and withdrew a votive candle, lit it, placed 
it on a table and resumed reading. Linda then said, "You'll 
get your own dinner. I'm going to a W AM meeting and 
then out with the girls. Any problem with that?" 
Tom put the paper down and said, "Of course not, my 
dear wife and sister. But what is this W AM business?" 
'"Women against Men.' Teaches about the male domi- 
natcd yoke of tyranny that has been imposed on us since 
time began. Only your muscles make you strong, testoster- 
one breath. We'll use our brains to rip away the false mantle 
of servitude that your kind have raped us with," the mom 
from hell said, hands on hips and fire in her eyes. Mark was 
still on the floor. 
Mark was afraid to invoke the 'Wish Enhancer' again. 
He obviously had screwed up big time and didn't wish to 
add to the trouble. He got up early on the Fourth and began 
to prepare the barbecue grill. He had just lit the charcoal 
when he heard a car pull in the drive. It was Manin in a 
new BMW. 
"Neat, Marty. But why, how ... " 
"That General Dynamics contract let to a whole new 
influx of business. I'm interfacing with a top man from a 
major domo corp. in a few ticks. I'm becoming relevant, 
brothertisirno." 
"Marty, your language and all of this new stuff! This 
isn't you. You were never a ... a ... yuppie!" 
"Hey, Markster! Go with the flow! Make it and burn 
it. Tell big daddy Tom-Tom I'll be back later." Just then, 
There were residual effects. Tom had the Reverend 
Johnston from the Community Church over to dinner a 
few times. Tom said he enjoyed playing chess with the 
Reverend, but they had, on occasion, some rather non- 
chess related discussions of a biblical nature. Mom still 
baked cookies, but she enrolled in some classes at Valley 
College and joined the Women's Voter League. Stacey 
stuck to small glasses of port. Erik and Claud still argued, 
but now it was if Sledge Slammer was a better man than 
Mustafa the Mangler on "TV Big Time 'Rassling." 
One night, Martin and Shirley showed up for a visit. 
They announced they were attempting a reconciliation. 
His business, though still profitable, had 'evened out.' 
"I always did love this big bastard," Shirley said as she 
grabbed Manin on the buns. 
Shirley was taking therapy with a female therapist to 
try to work on her ... aggressions. 
When they left for home, Shirley gave Mark a kiss 
WITHOUT TONGUE! Mark was impressed until later 
when he found his underwear drawer open, but none 
missing. A few more sessions with the shrink were defi- 
nitely indicated, but this was encouraging indeed. 
Mark lost his interest in radio. He bought an old 
television that he would take to college with him in the fall. 
He had to whack this and smack that and bend the antenna 
to get a picture. There seemed to be some interference. As 
he adjusted the rabbit ears he heard " ... and for only 
$99,995.00! That address again is 387 Logton Sr., Pinwheel, 
British Columbia. But hurry! The 'Dimensional Traveler' 
is a limited buy. Only seven made. Act today. Far out." 
Mark jiggled the antenna in time to see a hooded figure 
monk in the swirls. The smoke smelled of patchouli. Then 
it stopped smoking. Mark looked in the wastebaske~ to find 
only burnt circuits and fried chips. Some stuff sa~d 'Mo- 
torola' and some said 'Radio Shack,' but the device was 
totally destroyed. 
"But was my last wish granted?" Mark yelled into the 
wastebasket. "Alphonse, you weirdo! Did you grant my 
last wish?" Mark looked out the window. Beer cans and 
other garbage were all over the yard. 
"It DID happen! Nothing changed!" He lay on the bed, 
crying. 
The phone rang at about 8:00 the next morning. 
"Mark?" the voice said. Mark answered, "Dad?" 
"Son, I want you to get my checkbook out of the bureau 
drawer in our bedroom. Come down to the station and bail 
us out." 
"You're at ... ?" 
"City Jail, Mark. Just hurry down here and ... OK, your 
mother wants to say something." There was some commo- 
tion and then, "Marky? Marky, this is mom. Be careful 
driving down here." 
Marky! She said Marky! If any word in the world would 
have made Mark's heart sing and mind clear, it was 
'Marky.' It was over. 
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cast of "Oh, Calcutta!" which was making a revival in 
town. Martin came back and began handing out ten dollar 
bills to anyone who owned stock in or had ev~r h~ard of 
General Dynamics. As Mark watched from his window, 
his eyes welled up. Things had not quite worked out the 
way he had planned. 
At 2:00 a.m., the police came. It was inevitable. They 
told the cast to put their clothes on, Claud and Erik to t~ke 
their sheets off. Stacey, untied from the tree, made a beeline 
to the bathroom. Bubba and BJ were arrested on a warrant 
and the police pinched Martin for attempted bribery. Linda 
slugged a 'token of male decadence with a phallic symbol' 
(cop with a gun), and Shirley would answer charges of 
solicitation. Mark could visit Tom at the ward from 1:00 
to 3:00 on Sunday. 
Tricky business, this messing around with a person's 
perception of reality. Water will seek its own level ~nd 
people settle in on a way of life, a thou~ht process. w~1ch 
may be very different from the observer sway of thinking. 
'To each his own' and 'walk a mile in another's shoes' were 
phrases that came to Mark's mind. Mom might have been 
June Cleaver, but Beaver's mom with an ATTITUDE was 
ridiculous. Claud and Erik had been bigots, but they had 
never been militant bigots intent on physical harm to 
anyone except themselves. Tom feared organized ~NY- 
THING and religion had been an easy target. Even Shirley, 
as lecherous as she seemed to be, had never actually DONE 
anything to Mark or anyone else while she was married. 
She must have had infinite self control. ·A lot more self 
control than Mark, who couldn't resist 'helping' people to 
see the 'right' way, his right way. He placed his fingers o~ce 
more on the 'Wish Enhancer.' "I need one more wish. 
Please put everything back. I had no right to intrude on 
people's lives, people that I love and love me. It was all a 
mistake," Mark pleaded with tears in his eyes. No sound 
or movement came from the machine. 
"Do you hear me?!" Mark screamed at the black box. 
"Please hear me!" He put his face close to the box. "God, 
please hear me!" 
"Hello, dude," said the box. For the second time in a 
week, Mark fell off a chair and landed on the floor. 
"What? Who? God? Is it ... " Mark sputtered. 
"This is yer ol' buddy, Brother Alphonse," said the box. 
"Hope you had a far out time with the 'Wish Enhancer' 
'cuz time's up, man!" But hey, we got lots more toys for 
you to play with here at the Metaphysical Monastery. The 
Florida address will change soon as the MAN sometimes 
takes a dim view of our endeavors, but watch for our 
advenising. We want to keep YOU as a satisfied customer. 
Gotta split now as we can only fit in a tiny disk for this 
recording. And, ahem, 'the Secretary will disavow any 
knowledge of your actions. Good luck, Mr. Phelps. This 
tape will self-destruct in ten seconds.' Ha, ha! Hee, heel I 
used to love that show! Far out!" There was more laughter 
and then the 'Wish Enhancer' began to smoke. Mark 
knocked it into the wastebasket. As the smoke rose to the 
ceiling, Mark could just make out the figure of a hooded 
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his tricks aside and spoke from a clear and honest heart. He 
counseled: "People, if you will remember these simple 
things; the cottonwood tree, the flowing stream, the an- 
cient rock of deep earth, and all our relations in the many 
walks of life; a day will come when balance will return. 
Until then, remember and hold on to what has always 
mattered, from the beginning of life to this very hour." 
Now, among those who know this story, some wait in 
an aura of fire, and their prayers are like a red path encir- 
cling the heart. Others dance, and their souls are like winds, 
undulating over the green and shadowed hills. Most potent 
of all are the quiet watchers, whose eyes are like eagles' eyes 
and whose determination is one with the slow, trustworthy 
Inktorni, the spiderman, visited the tribes of the North- 
ern Great Plains. Each time descending from the sky on a 
silken thread, he brought a message of desolation to the 
Arapaho, the Blackfeet, the Crow, the Cheyenne, the · 
Lakota. Each time, Inkto told the people, "Changes are 
coming, a harsh time, and the earth will suffer. Her oldest 
children will cry out in pain." Each time, Inkto looked 
around and spoke: "Remember the cottonwood growing 
here by the stream. The tree is like each of you. The roots 
hold the earth, while the branches reach toward the sun. 
Remember the rock, standing there on the open ground. 
An ancient friend, strong and tenacious." 
Even though Inktorni was a trickster, this time he put 
from a traditional Native American story 
by David Sparenberg 
INKTEBffil'S ffiESSAGE 
Azure shards of pottery lie deep where the sea-crabs play, 
I swim giddy casting nets through the mud of centuries, 
Memory becomes dreamtime dredging up the lost cities of yesteryear, 
broken relics of clay and marble peek through coraled mud, 
Science was an arcane mystery then, a blind master now, 
but the Gardens of History flowered in careless glory, 
Centuries built and burned their Labyrinth of secrets 
into the weeds of myth and legend, 
Kings and beggars screamed in turn their wares- 
a politics of babble from Atlantis to old Rome, 
Myriads of gods and heroes argued and fought-lost in endless whirl, 
But Oceans and heavens endure, bitter-pure like the dreams of Man. 
by Thomas M. Egan 
ONCE uroN fl TIME ... 
from his memory the events of the last month? What could 
he do to just lead a normal life? 
What was that address again? 
fading out, flashing a 'peace' sign with his fingers. 
Mark fell into a chair. Another Alphonse pirate com- 
mercial! What could he do to rid himself of the vision of 
this strange wizard, Alphonse? What could he do to strip 
